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brood and "think things out." What he is likely to do, I realize, is
think me and our children out of his life. At an age when most men
draw their families closer and feel like settling down, Dick is anx-
ious to shed his past and start all over again.
His attitude nearly breaks my heart. For he seems determined
to wipe away all the worth and the memories, all the meaning, of
our twenty years of marriage. Some of the things he said to me,
while we sat there on the fallen log, cut deeper than the fact of his
infidelity. He told me I was dull and stupid, uninteresting, that I
did not inspire him. He told me that he and I had always been
unsuited, that we had never loved each other and should not have
married.
I guess I shouldn't speak for Dick, but the fact is he and I fell in
love practically on sight. I was eighteen and a high-school senior,
earning my keep by acting as a mother's helper for a cousin whose
husband was a reserve lieutenant in the Navy. When my cousin's
husband came back from a six-months' cruise, he told us about a
handsome young sailor he considered the smartest member of his
crew. On Thanksgiving Day my cousin invited Dick to turkey din-
ner. Regardless of Dick's present attitude, I know he carries in his
heart the memory of that Thanksgiving Day, its warmth and cheer.
Very soon he was begging me to be his wife. At twenty he was even
more home-hungry than I was. I had a home until I was nine; then
my father deserted us, and our family broke up. Dick was only two
years old when his mother ran off and left him in the care of a no-
account, crackpot father, an educated man but a vagabond too
worthless to provide an education or a decent roof for his son. Dick
joined the Navy at sixteen.
Dick and I were the parents of two children before we saved
enough money for him to quit the Navy and put his full time on
engineering studies. During those years I was always tired, always
sleepy. I baked pies and cakes at home for a bakery chain to help
out financially, and my days began at 5 A.M.
Whatever Dick wanted I have always wanted, too. I don't forget
he has the family brains, while I am quite an ordinary sort of